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Thank You, God, for Christmas & 


A few more days and then Christmas! Christmas, with all its joys 
giving and receiving! I can close my eyes and imagine the shouts of j 
and happy laughter of you WEE WisDom readers as Christmas greetin 
are called from one to another and mysterious packages are opened. 
air is filled with odors of evergreen, popcorn, pumpkin pie, and orang 
H’m, good, isn’t it? 

Did you ever wonder what your life as you live it and enjoy it wo 
have been like if that tiny Babe cf long ago had not been born in 
manger bed; if the angels had not come to bring to the world tidings 
great joy; if God had not sent His only-begotten Son to earth to tell 
His love for mankind and teach us to love one another? There wo 
have been no Christmas, no Easter, and no Thanksgiving. But Jesus y 
born, and we do have our happy Christmas, our joyous Easter, and 0 
glad Thanksgiving. 

Jesus not only taught us to love God but to love one another, a 
He also told us where to find God and how to talk with Him. He sa 
“The kingdom of God is within you.’” Where is the King? Right in 
kingdom within you of course. 

We call talking with God praying, and when we pray we first § 
still and think of God as being within us. Jesus said, “When thou pray¢ 
enter into thine inner chamber [your own heart and mind}, and havi 
shut thy door [shut out all other thoughts}, pray to thy Father who 
in secret [within you}, and thy Father who seeth in secret shall reco 
pense thee [give you health, happiness, wisdom, understanding, wh 
ever it is that you need}.” 

Stop reading now and get real still for a moment and think of Go 
kingdom within you, in your heart, and in your mind. 

If you want to talk with God, to tell Him that you love Him, to 
Him to make you well and strong and happy, or to help you understa 
your arithmetic lesson or to play the piano or make good fudge or s 
gracefully, all you have to do is to get real still and know that He is rj 
within you, ready to be your help in every need. 


We are thankful for Christmas. 
Editor 
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White 
Fairyland 


By Marian Kennedy 


The little white snowflakes come fluttering 
down 

To cover the rooftops all over the town. 

Whirling and swirling, with never a sound, 

They skip and they dance and they float to 
the ground. 

Like wee little dancers so fragile and white, 

They dance everywhere with their feet soft 
and light. 

Those soft little snowflakes, like stars made 
of snow, 

Come fluttering down so lazy and slow 

To make a soft blanket of feathery white, 

A velvety blanket so warm and so light. 

On rooftops and chimneys, on fences and 


walls, 
On bare twigs and branches the silent snow 
falls, 
Till out comes the sun, and oh, wonderful 


sight! . 
There’s a magical fairyland silent and white. 


° 


Pictures by 
Genevieve Fusch Samse| 


ou see you've been an example, and a sort of an inspiration. 


Awful Carol 


Le PALMER banged on the piano keys. 
This Christmas carol was the climax of 
everything! It wouldn’t come right. He hated 
it. He hated to practice! Why should he practice 
while other boys snowballed and skated? Be- 
sides it was sissy! 

“It is too sissy, Mother,” he repeated, turn- 
ing on the piano bench and looking at his 
mother sitting in the big chair darning hose. 
“Taking lessons is all right for girls, but boys— 
jeepers! Mother, I’m almost eleven. And none 
of the fellows in my grade take lessons.” 

“Well, suppose they don’t,” said David's 
twelve-year-old sister coming in from the din- 
ing room. “And if practicing is sissy, how does 
anyone learn to play?” she demanded. 

“You stay out of this, Ruth,” David snapped. 


December 


She didn’t know how humiliating it was whe 
the boys asked him to go coasting and he al 
ways had to say, “I have to practice first,” 0 
how it felt when they coaxed, “Aw, come on 
we're going to build a real snow stockade, lik@ 
the one in our history book.” The stockad@ 
melted the next day, but-—— 

“I think it would be fun to play pieces, 
Mother said. 

Fun! It was work and he hated it. / 
those exercises too. Over and over. Ther 
must be some way to get out of this, Davi 
thought. 

At suppertime mother brought up the subjed 
of David's music. Daddy listened quietly, hi 
dark eyes solemn, then he said, “Well, if that 
the way David feels about it, there is no 
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wasting time and money on trying to teach 
him.” 

“Yippee!” In his joy, David forgot he was at 
the table. Father looked at him sternly and 
David said, “I’m sorry.” 

“There’s a great deal in being able to stick to 
a thing, David,” his mother said slowly. “Are 
you sure you want to quit?” 

“Positive.” 

“A fine soldier you’d make,” Ruth taunted, 

\ setting down her fork with a clatter. “When the 


msel 


going got hard you'd quit. Scared out by a 
carol!” she sniffed. “What a weak-kneed John- 


\ 
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ny I have for a brother.” 

“I’m not——” David began angrily. 

“Children!” Father's voice held a note of 
warning. “Remember you're at the table.” 

But it was settled! No more practice. No more 
lessons. 

For two whole weeks he played, skated, 
coasted. No one even mentioned the piano, 
David thought as he carried home the Christmas 
groceries from the neighborhood store. The 
ground was white with crunchy snow and soft 
snowflakes were beginning to flutter down. “A 
perfect Christmas,” David decided. 

As he came up on the back porch his mother 
said: “Oh, David, Mrs. Robbins telephoned she 
wants you to come over. You better go before 
you take off your wraps.” : 

“Mrs. Robbins,” David repeated puzzled. 
“What does she want?” 

“I don’t know,” his moth- 


“Umm,” David drew in a deep breath of cin- 
namon and other spices. 

Mrs. Robbins laughed, and her dark eyes 
laughed too. “You and Ann can have some in a 
minute. You may hang your coat here.’ She 
pointed to a clothes rack in the hall. “Ann has a 
little: present for you. Come this way.” 

“Present,” David gulped. Why he didn’t even 
know her. 

He walked up the stairs after Mrs. Robbins 
and into Ann’s room. It was a big airy room 
with white furniture. On the large, white bed 
lay Ann; her two pigtails, tied with blue rib- 
bons, lay across the pillow. They reminded 
David of his grandfather's watch chain. They 


‘were the same color. Her eyes were very big 


and as blue as the blanket. 

“I've missed you so since it turned colder,” 
‘Ann said smiling just like her mother. 

“Missed me?” David repeated. 

“Yes, these last two weeks you've had the 
windows shut tight and I haven’t been able to 
hear you practice. Look, Dave,” Ann said mov- 
ing her fingers up and down on the soft blue 
blanket as if she were playing the piano. “I 
can do it too.” 

“I’m afraid David doesn’t understand, Ann,” 
Mrs. Robbins remarked. ““You see, Ann couldn’t 
move her fingers for a time. They were stiff as 
sticks, sort of paralyzed from the accident. Her 
hands too. The doctor said unless she tried 
very hard they would always stay stiff and she 
could never use them.” 


et answered, taking the bas- 
ket of groceries. 


“It hurt,” Ann broke in, 
“but I did it every day when 


The Robbinses were the 
“Beew neighbors that had 
“moved in three months be- 
rst, fore. Ann would be in his 
me MMorade if she went to school, 
de, lik@hat she didn’t. She had been 
tockad@hut in an automobile acci- 
jacent before they moved next 


PIECES; Boor. David had never seen 


her, for she was still in bed. 
e wondered what she was 
ike as he crossed the yard to 
he brick house next door 
rang-the bell, 
subje4l Mrs. Robbins opened the 
tly, poor. it’s you, David. 
f that ome in. I was just baking 
no cookies.” 


it. 
, David 


Surprise Package 
By Rosaleen Schmutz 


In tissue and stickers 
And shimmering twine, 

My Christmas-wrapped packages 
Stand here in a line. 

That one’s for Daddy, 
And this one’s for Joe; 

The tall one’s for Mommy. 
The other one though 


| Is a box of crumbs 


That will surely say, 
“Merry Christmas, dear birds; 
Merry Christmas today!” 


you practiced.” 

“When—when I prac- 
ticed?” David stammered 
embarrassed. “I didn’t know 
anyone was listening.” 

“Ann was. She thought if 
you could play exercises over 
and over and stick to it she 
could too. You see you've 
been an example, and an in- 
spiration,” Mrs. Robbins fin- 
ished, beaming at him. 

“Mother, will you get my 
piano, please,” Ann begged, 
and Mrs. Robbins brought a 
paper keyboard from the 
dresser, laid it on the bed, 
and went downstairs. 


December 5 


“See,” Ann said, eyes shining proudly, her 
fingers tripping over the keys. “I can play the 
carol too, but there’s no music.”’ 

“Play it too,” David thought. He couldn't 
play it. How could he tell her? 

“I got this for you,” Ann said handing him 
a long flat package she took from the bed- 
table. “I hope you like it.” 

“Thanks,” David mumbled. ‘“I——’”’ 

He didn’t have any present, and he didn’t 
quite know what to say. 

“Open it,” Ann coaxed. 

David untied the silver cord and removed 
the tissue paper. “A leather music case!” he 
gasped. 

“Don’t you like it?” Ann asked, the light 
going out of her face. 

“Sure,” David said quickly. “Sure.” It was 
a beautiful brown leather case with a real lock. 
But a music case! And he wasn’t taking lessons 
anymore. How could he tell her? He didn’t 
want to hurt her. She was nice. And she called 
him Dave, just like the boys. 

“You don’t think it’s sissy for boys? Music— 
I mean?” he asked. 

“Sissy!” Ann echoed, her eyés widening. 


A Mysterious Visitor 
By Doris Henry Walker 


With reindeer and sleigh bells, 
’*Mid cold, crusty snow, 
Along about midnight 
A sleigh stopped below. 


A little fat man with 
A chuckle so bright 
Climbed out of the sleigh 
In the clear, chilly night. 


He climbed down the chimney 
With a pack full of toys 

To make Christmas merry 
For all girls and boys. 


I'll give you a chance now 
To guess who he was— 

That’s right! You have guessed it— 
It was Santa Claus! 


6 December 


“Whoever heard of anyone calling Paderewski 
or—or—Roy Rogers a sissy?” 

He hadn't thought of it that way. He knew 
about Paderewski and Rogers—they must have 
practiced and stuck to it to get on top. 

“It must have been hard work for you to 
practice,” David said slowly. 

“Work isn’t hard if you have a purpose,” Ann 
replied. “Here’s mother with the cookies and’ 
hot malted milk.” 

David and Ann ate and talked. David looked 
down at the music case. “I haven’t any present 
for you, Ann.” 

“You could open the window a bit tomorrow 
morning and play the Christmas carol for me. 
It would be a wonderful present.” 

“But I——” David faltered, and then sud. 
denly he knew he couldn’t tell her. She had 
pinned her hopes on him. He was her example. 
“Tl do it,” he said with determination. He'd 
learn that Christmas carol before tomorrow 
if he had to practice the rest of the day. 

David was glad Mother and Ruth were down 
in the basement when he returned home. He had 
to make no explanation. He went straight into 
the living room and be- (Please turn to page 28) 


\ 

rese 
- \ . woul 
\ 3 | pessi 

sly 

Rg 

a" 

‘ true. 

| Miss 


Too Many 


By Alice Woster 
Pictures by Dorothy Wagstaff 
Part One 


ment anyway, thought Dale, as he glanced 
tesentfully at the girl walking beside him. It 
would have been difficult enough without her 
pessimism and discouraging remarks. 

Then as he saw her nervously twisting her 
handkerchief into a rope, he felt a twinge of 
conscience. There was no sense in being angry 
at her just because she was frightened. 

“Cheer up, Nettie!”’ he said heartily. “You're 
making this look a lot worse than it really is.” 

“It couldn’t be worse,” whimpered Nettie. 
‘It's just terrible! The teacher shouldn’t have 
given us such an assignment. It’s 4 lot harder 
than anything the other pupils have to do.” 

Dale could not argue that last statement be- 
Cause he had to admit to himself that it was 
tue. He had been startled himself when he 
first heard Miss Marshall's instructions. 

Yesterday, Friday, the sixth grade had finished 
its geography course for the first semester, and 
Miss Marshall had told the pupils that as a spe- 


“What will they think when we start prying into their affairs?” 


- WOULD have been a hard enough assign-. 


Languages 


cial project to end the semester's work, they 
would have a program on Monday called “Our 
Neighbors Near and Far.” There would be an 
exhibit too, and the children’s parents and 
friends were invited. 

The plan sounded very interesting, and Dale 
was as enthusiastic as the rest of the class, as 
Miss Marshall began making the assignments. 

Some of the pupils were to give talks on the 
customs of other countries. One group was to dis- 
cuss foods of foreign lands, and another group 
pictures of the costumes of various nationalities. 
Children who studied music were to play or 
sing foreign songs, and one boy was to bring 
flags of other lands. 

It all sounded as if it would be great fun. 
Then Miss Marshall said: “Dale and Nettie, 
your assignment is to interview at least four 
people from foreign countries, people who have 
just recently come to the United States.” 

Miss Marshall went on with her plans, not 
realizing what the effect of her words had been. 
Dale felt surprised, then upset. Then he began 
to grow indignant at Miss Marshall for calmly 
giving him such an unusual task. He was just 
going to raise his hand and protest when he 
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happened to look at Nettie. She had a horrified 
expression on her face, and she was blinking her 
eyes to keep the tears back. 

Dale’s indignation died away. After all it 
was not that bad. He realized that he had al- 
most been a coward too. He squared his shoul- 
ders. If Miss Marshall wanted him to interview 
strange people from foreign countries, all right! 
He would! He had never done anything of the 
sort, and he was not sure how successful he 
would be, but he would do his best. 

Now, on Saturday afternoon, as they set out 
on their mission, he was determined to carry 
the thing through in the best way possible. 

“Maybe it is harder than the other pupils’ 
assignments,” he said thoughtfully. “But re- 
member, you and I have been leading the class 
all year in geography. I suppose it’s only fair 
for us to have the hardest assignment.” 

“No, it isn’t fair!” Nettie exclaimed. “I like to 
study my geography lessons, and get good grades, 
but going to visit strange, foreign people—that 
isn’t geography! It’s a crazy assignment, and I 
know we can’t do it!” 

“Oh, now! That’s no way to start out! To be 
honest, I don’t care about the idea either. But 
after all, since you 
and I are tied for top 
honors in our class, 
and since we're 
teamed together on 
this, we don’t have 
to worry about it. 
We'll just do the 
best we can, and 
however it turns out, 
it won’t make any 
difference in our 
standing.” 

“I know!” Nettie 
said sulkily. “So why 
bother at all?” 

“Why——-” Dale 


was surprised. “Why, 
because it’s the job 
the teacher gave us. 
' Besides, we want to 
do our share for the 
program whether it 
helps our own grades 
or not, don’t we?” 

Nettie did not an- 
swer. 


8 December 


“Let’s see.” Dale consulted his. notebook. 
“Who shall we call on first?” ; 
Yesterday he had wondered where’ they ond 
find any foreigners to call on. But.he had begun 
inquiring of his father and various friends, and 
they had told him of several persons he could 
visit, who had recently arrived in the United 
States. 
“There’s a little Chinese boy,” he told Nettie, 
“who has come to stay with his uncle, Li Yung, 
the proprietor of the Chinese Café. And there’ 
a Norwegian woman, living with her cousin at 
the Bradbury Apartments. Then there’s an el. 
derly Mexican man who has just moved in with 
his sons in one of the factory houses, and there's 
a young Greek woman and her baby who recently 
arrived to join her husband here. The Chinese 
boy lives the nearest. Do you pnt to see him 
first ?”” 

“I don’t want to see any ‘of them,” cried 
Nettie. “Chinese, Norwegians, Mexicans, Greeks 
—I'm afraid of all those foreigners! I don’t want 
to see any of them! What will they think when 
we start prying into their affairs? Maybe they'll 
be angry—and—and fierce!” 

Dale looked at her uneasily, wondering if 
she could be right. 
The foreigners might 
resent intrusion. 
“Oh, I don’t be. 
lieve they'll mind,” 
he said lightly, to re- 
assure both Nettie 
and himself. “Not 
if we are polite. Any-f; 
he laughed, 
"Il soon find 
Nettie continued 
to twist her handker- 
chief into a rope and 
shivered. 
“What in the 


them 
ered. 


them 
country, 
customs, 


What was the lice fellow doing? Was he engaged in 
a strange ritual of some kind? 


(Turn to page 24) 
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reeks F ALL THINGS, Patty felt that she needed 
want a grandma. Of course she already had one 
when fi crandma, but she was far away across the 
hey'll I sea; altogether too far away for Patty to become 
really well acquainted with her. Someday, when 
ng iffshe was much bigger and older, Patty hoped 
right ito sail over the blue ocean to make her grandma 


a visit. Meanwhile she needed an everyday 
grandma, one like her friend Marilyn’s, who 
‘Iwas always ready with stories, and rosy red ap- 
“Tples, and cookies. It seemed to Patty as though 
‘Bevery other little girl and boy she knew had a 
grandma, whom they went to see on Thanks- 
giving or Christmas, or better still, a grandma 
“fin their very own home. 

Patty was always hoping she might find just 
the right grandma, so when she went to live 
in the little country village of Grassdale, she 
was on the lookout. It was a pretty, Sleepy 
‘BHollow sort of village, with little crooked 
streets and lanes that made one expect some- 
_ thing pleasant to happen right around the very 

corner. 

One bright sunshiny morning Patty went up 
"Bthe hill that led to the woods. A talkative little 
brook ran babbling along at the side of the road, 
M@and quaint little rustic bridges led across its 
ferny banks to pretty homes nestling in woodsy 
@eardens. At a turn of the road Patty crossed a 
swinging foot bridge, which took her into a 
Brady, most inviting lane, at the very end of 
which she came upon a picturesque little white 
ouse with green shutters, set in a delightfully 
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“Wouldn’t you like to come in and see my posies, 
dearie?” she asked in a soft, gentle voice. 


fragrant, old-fashioned garden. Patty leaned over 
the little wicket gate to see what kind of flow- 
ers grew in the garden. There by the sun 
dial in the midst of the garden was the dearest 
old-fashioned grandma she had ever hoped to 
see. She was so exactly like the grandma Patty 
had dreamed about, even to the little lace cap 
on her snowy curls, the dainty lavender ribbon 
among the lace matching the dainty lavender of 
her gown. Patty rubbed her eyes for fear she 
might disappear. 

Then the grandma caught sight of the eager 
face on the other side of the gate. “Wouldn’t 
you like to come in and see my posies, dearie?”’ 
she asked in a soft, gentle voice. In a moment, 
Patty was beside her in the garden, but all the 
time she was seeing the pinks, forget-me-nots, 
daisies, lilies, pansies, and bluebells, and the , 
goldfish darting in the clear-as-crystal pool, she 
was thinking, “Oh, this is the very grandma I 
would love to have!” There never could be 
found a sweeter, dearer grandma, Patty was 
very sure, and when the grandma brought out 
rosy-red apples and fresh-baked cookies, Patty 
was completely sure and certain. Before she 
could taste even one bite, she said impulsively, 
“You'll do!” 

With a merry blue twinkle in her eyes the 
grandma said: “I'll do? What for, dearie?” 

“For my grandma, of course! Oh, I forgot! 
You see, I was so sure you would do for my 
grandma that I quite forgot you don’t even 
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know how very much I need one. Won't you 
please be my grandma? My very own grandma 
lives so far away that I never see her, and I do 
need an everyday grandma very much, Won't 
you please be my grandma?” 

“Bless your dear heart!’ smiled the grandma, 
her cheeks growing as pink and happy as Patty’s. 
“There’s nothing I would like so much. I was 
thinking only a little while ago that I should 
love to have a little girl like you come running 
in and out to see me. Of course I will be your 
grandma, and you shall be my dear little grand- 
daughter.” 

Patty fairly flew home on wings of happiness, 
to tell her mother that at last she had found a 
grandma. Patty's moth- 
er went to see her the 
very next day, and 
came away nearly as 
pleased and happy as 
Patty was herself. You 
may be sure that Patty 
went to visit her often. 

Sometimes her friends 

Marilyn and Sue went 

with her to enjoy the 

rosy-red apples, the 

crisp, spicy cookies, and 

the wonderful tales that 

Patty’s grandma could 

tell. Sometimes Grand- 

ma came to Patty’s 

house to spend a whole 

lovely day. Patty’s dad- 

dy, who was captain of 

a big sailing vessel, 

happened to be at home on one of these days, 
and said, “She is exactly the right grandma for 
this family.” 

One day several months later, shortly before 
Christmas, when they were so well acquainted 
that they felt as though they had always be- 
longed to each other, Patty sat by Grandma’s 
cozy fire munching a rosy-red apple and waiting 
for Grandma to begin her story. Most likely it 
would be a Christmas story, she was thinking. 
Patty dearly loved stories of Christmas. But 
Grandma said: “No story today, dear heart. I 
want to talk to you instead.” Grandma was 
so slow in beginning that Patty began to won- 
der. At last she said: “Would you miss me very 
much, Patty child, if I were to go away from 
here?” 


10 December 


“Go away, Grandma!” echoed Patty, in be. 
wildered surprise. “Oh, you mustn’t go away, 
ever! You know you are just the same as my 
very own grandma! I wouldn't like you to gof. 
away!” And Patty was ready to cry at the ver 


_ thought. 


“Well, dearie, you see it is this way. I rented 
this little cottage in which I have lived for many 
years, but now it has been sold. The new owner 
is coming here to live as soon as I can find an. 
other home. I am sorry to say there seems to 
be none at all in this neighborhood, although 
I have searched everywhere.” 

“But, Grandma, whatever will you do? Where 
can you go?” cried Patty, much troubled for 

herself, and greatly con- 
cerned for Grandma. 

“God has always tak. 
en care of me, Patty 
child, and I know He 
always will if I con 
tinue to put my trust in 
Him. Perhaps He may 
even find a better home 
than this for me, al. 
though I have been 
very happy and con- 
tented here.’’ Andffi 
Grandma looked about 
the pleasant living 
room where she had 
spent so many peaceful 
years. 

At the very thought 
of losing Grandma Pat. 
ty felt more downcast 

and unhappy than she had ever been in he 
short life. She knew how hard it would be fo 
Grandma to leave her dear little home and go 
among strangers. After talking as cheerfully 
as she could for a little while, Patty said good- 
bye and walked slowly home, forgetting to runji" 
and skip down the hill in her usual lively fash: 


of something that made her happy even tom 
think about. She finished the rest of the way 
in a great hurry, and dashed into the living room 
out of breath. Her mother and daddy wert 
quietly reading. 
“Oh, Mother! Oh, Daddy!” she cried exci 

edly. “May I have something I want very muchii; 
for Christmas? Not anything to buy, but a pre 
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Grandma’s new home. Suddenly she thought§ “ 
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ent that will make us all happy, and make the 
present happy too!” 

“What is all this, Daughter?” asked Daddy. 
“A present than can be made happy is a new 
sort of present, isn’t it?” 

“Oh, I want to ‘dopt’ this present so it will be 
truly mine!” Patty tried to explain. “Please say 
| may, Mother.. Then Daddy will say yes too.” 

Mother smiled at Patty's eagerness. ‘““Won’t 
you tell us what the present is, Patty? Then we 
shall know what this is all about.” 

“I want to adopt a grandma,” said Patty. Then 
before they could say another word she hurried 
on to tell about Grandma’s little white house 
with the green shutters being sold. She told 
them that Grandma 
must leave; perhaps go 
far away where Patty 
might never see her any 
more. 

“Mother,” Patty end- 
ed pleadingly, “you 
know you love her 
nearly as much as J 
do. And Daddy said 
she is just the right 
grandma for this fam- 
ily. Please say yes, 
Mother and Daddy!” 

Daddy and Mother 
smiled at each other 
over the eager, wistful 
little face, then Mother 
said, “Run along now, 
Patty dear, and we will 
think the matter over.” 
Patty ran away happily. When Mother said, “We 
will think it over,” it usually meant all would be 
well. 

“I believe Patty’s idea has come exactly 
at the right time,” Daddy said to Mother. 
"I shall be entirely satisfied while I am away on 
my long voyage if Grandma can be with you 
and Patty during my absence.” 

“How truly wonderful for us that she needs 
2 home just now!” said Mother. “It is perfectly 
me that I love her nearly as much as Patty 
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does. We have room to make her most com- 
fortable and happy. If she is willing, I think we 
will let Patty adopt her, so that Patty may feel 
that she has her very own grandma!” 

Meanwhile of course Grandma knew nothing 
of this plan for her happiness. But Grandma 
trusted her heavenly Father. She knew that He 
would provide the right home for her, so she 
went peacefully to sleep that night, sure of His 
loving care. 

Things turned out as Patty had hoped and 
planned. Grandma, with a very thankful heart, 
was shortly settled in her new home. Seated in 
her own easy chair, by the cheery fire, with 
her gray cat Mitxi curled in a fluffy ball at her 
feet, she watched Patty 

light the twinkling can- 
of the Christmas 

tree. Her face was radi- 
ant. The bright, danc- 
ing flames of the fire, 
the twinkling lights of 
the tree, the loving 
heart of the child who 
had planned so thought- 
fully for her, and the 
feeling of being sur- 
rounded by good 
friends, made for Pat- 
ty’s grandma the very 
happiest Christmas pos- 
sible. 

Daddy went away to 
his big ship feeling sat- 
isfied that Grandma was 
just the right one to be 

with Mother and Patty. Mother was never lonely, 
because Grandma was so cheerful, so happy and 
helpful. When Patty brought her friends home 
from school, there were always plenty of cookies 
and rosy-red apples to eat, and they sat by the 
cozy fire listening to Grandma’s stories. 

Patty always said that Grandma was the very 
best Christmas present she had ever had in her 
whole life. Each day Patty’s grandma thanked 
her heavenly Father for the happy home and 
loving friends He had provided for her. 
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Gadabout 


By Helen Ramsay _ Pictures by Genevieve Fusch Samsel 


OU’RE A good little dog, Blacky,” said 
Farmer Wilson as he rubbed the little 
dog’s ears; “but why don’t you stay at home 
instead of running around all over the coun- 
try?” 

Blacky sat up saucily, his head on one side 
and his ears cocked as if to say, “Now look 
here, Farmer Wilson, I have to see the world, 
don’t I? And how can I see the world if I stay 
at home all the time?” 

Mr. Hamilton, who was visiting Farmer Wil- 
son, laughed at Blacky as he stood on his hind 
legs. “Well, if that isn’t the smartest little dog 
I ever saw! My little girl, Bonny, would love to 
have a dog like that.” 

“Well, you take him to Bonny if you wish,” 
said Farmer Wilson, “but mind my word, he 
won't stay long. He’s a little tramp. He runs 
around all the time. He never stays at home.” 

“Tll take a chance on that,” Mr. Hamilton 
answered, “Blacky will be a fine Christmas pres- 
ent for Bonny.” So to town with Mr. Hamilton 
went the saucy little country dog. 

When they reached home Bonny was stand- 
ing on the steps. Daddy lifted Blacky out of the 
car and put him in Bonny’s arms. “Here’s a 
Christmas present for you, Bonny,” he said. 
“His name is Blacky.” 

Bonny hugged Blacky and Blacky licked Bon- 
ny’s nose with his little pink tongue. 

It was Christmas Eve, and Bonny found it 
hard to go to bed. She wanted to stay with 
her new playmate. Finally Mother said, “Blacky 
will be here in the morning, dear. Off to bed 
you go.” 

But Blacky was not there when Bonny ran 
downstairs the next morning. Long before day- 
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light he had awakened Daddy. 


When Daddy saw the little fellow z 

standing on his hind legs, front fee be. 

on the bed he couldn’t help laughing you 

even though he did not like to bell one 

wakened so early. Blacky yit 

until Daddy let him out. ea 

Mother opened the door to let hing 

in, but Blacky was not there. Daddy p, 

looked up and down the street.§ }4, 

There was no sign of the little dop§ 7 

He was worried and said: “Perhaps§ 

he is lost. After all he is just a little ci. 

country dog and doesn’t know his Ff 

way about.” Bor 

Bonny felt very sad. ok 

“Let’s go out and look for him, dear,” Mother jjt¢! 

suggested. “Perhaps he is lost and can’t find§ ( 

his way back. He has never been in the city 

before.” z 

After breakfast, Mother put on her hat and 3S 

coat and bundled Bonny up snug and wam§ 
She kissed her as she buttoned her coat. “Don't § 

be too disappointed, Bonny dear, if we don't S 

find him. He may have gone back to the farmg: ‘ 

Dogs often go back to their old home.” NI 

Up streets, down lanes, to the school, andj <S 

around the block went Bonny and her mother, Xx 

but there was no sign of that saucy little black. R&R 


and-brown dog. 
Daddy shook his head. “Well, Farmer Wil: 
son said he was a little tramp,” he said, “and 
wouldn’t stay in one place. I guess he was right.” 
It was late in the afternoon when they heard : 
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be. “Bowwow! I’m glad to be back home. Aren’t 
you glad to see me?” he barked. He ran to each 
one and would have licked Bonny’s nose again 
with his pink tongue if Mother hadn’t ‘stopped 
him. 
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Bonny hugged and baad the little fellow. 
Daddy and Mother both said it’ was nice to 
have him at home again. - 

The next morning Blacky awakened Mr. Ham- 
ilton and again asked to be“let out. Daddy 
said, “I wonder what will happen this time!” 

Blacky did not come back. Out Mother and 


asking the neighbors. if they had seen a strange 
little dog. Not one had seen Blacky. 
Once more ease feared. Ae? had lost their new 
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Bonny wanted to stay with her new playmate. 
friend. They hoped he would come back as he 
did that first day, and they listened for his 
scratch-scratch at the door. Late in the afternoon 
they heard it, and Bonny ran to the door and let 
Blacky in. He was just as happy to be at home 
as they were to have him. He ran around to 
each one before he could settle down. But he 
seemed very tired as he curled up in the kitchen 
and went to sleep. 

The same thing happened each day. Early in 
the morning Blacky would leave the house 
and return late in the afternoon very tired. It 

was most mysterious. Where did he go and what 
did he do? No one could guess. 

One day Mr. Hamilton said, “I am going to 
find out where that dog goes and what he does 
each day.” 


scratch-scratch on the door. When they. opene Pee) Rae 
it in walked Blacky, looking as pleased as could’ 


Bonny went again, looking~all over the streets, ' 


If you see Pete and his milk wagon going down the 


street, you will also see Blacky running importantly 
beside the wagon. 


So the next morning when Blacky went out, 
Mr. Hamilton went too. He followed down the 
street, across an empty lot, past an empty house, 
down a lane until he reached—the dairy! There 
was Pete, the milkman, standing beside the 
horses, tightening the harness. 

“Well, old fellow,” he said as he patted 
Blacky, “I thought you weren’t coming today.” 
The little dog wagged his tail, ran around snif- 
fing at the horses and at the wagon, then came 
back as though to say: “Woof! Woof! Let’s go. 
Is everything ready?” 

“Well I declare!’ Mr. Hamilton said, “Is this 
where he goes every morning ?” 

“He has been out on the milk route with me 


every day this week. Whose dog is he?” Pete 
asked. 
“He’s mine,” said Mr. Hamilton. “We won- 


dered where he went. This is a surprise. I 
brought the little fellow from the country last 
week. I suppose he is lonesome for the horses.” 

That afternoon when Blacky finished the milk 
route and came home, Mr. Hamilton put him 
in the car and drove out to the country. He 
patted him, scratched his ears, and said, “Well, 
little fellow, it looks as though you really are a 
country dog and are lonesome for the horses 
and the stables. It isn’t fair to keep you in town. 
I'm going to take you back to Farmer Wilson.” 

When they drove into the farmyard, Farmer 
Wilson was watering the horses. ‘Well, you 
didn’t keep him long. Was he a nuisance?” he 
asked. 

“Oh, no, we liked him, (Please turn to page 18) 
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By Bula Hahn 


ARKNESS settled over Bethlehem and the 

country around. The night was still, no 
wind disturbed the trees, no clouds were in the 
sky. A hush had fallen as if the world were 
listening, waiting. It was in silence such as this 
that God had spoken in other days to men who 
believed in Him. 

The world was old even then. Many, many 
nations had risen to power, prospered for a 
time, and then fallen to ruin and decay. Many, 
many strange beliefs had filled the minds of 
the people of the earth. Many, many queer gods 
and goddesses had been worshiped from time to 
time, later to be discarded when men found them 
to be of no practical help. 

What good was a god or goddess who could 
not give strength and comfort in time of trouble 
or receive praise and thanksgiving for blessings 
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in time of prosper- 
ity? One by one the 
old fables of early 
times had been cast 
aside as men began 
to think on_ these 
things. But what 
would the people 
put in the place of 
their ancient beliefs? 
Where would they 
turn for help and en 
couragement ? Where 
would they find con. 
tentment and happi- 
ness? Where would 
they find goodness 
and love? The world 
was weaty. 

At that time the 
Israelites were the 


only people that be- 
lieved that there was 
but one God, and 
that the one God 
was the power that 
created the world 
and all that was in 


ae it. But having no 


country of their own, 

they now lived in 

foreign countries, un- 

der foreign rulers. 
Pictures by Herbert Rudeen In times past, the 

Israelities had been 
a strong nation ruled by a good king famed 
David. An honored prophet, after hearing God's 
voice, had chosen David to be their king be 
cause of the goodness in his heart. 


fathers had taught them, they were a strong na 
tion. When they forgot God and let greed, 
selfishness, and strife enter. their hearts their 
nation fell. Many times the Israelites rose, and 
many times they fell, and so became a wandering 
people in foreign lands. 

But there were always a few among the Israel: 
ites who remembered the one true God, and 
those few helped to bring the others back to 
the faith. Into whatever country they went they 
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took with them the idea of the one God. Many 
of the people among whom the Israelites lived 
became interested in the idea of one God, one 
power, because of their disbelief in the old gods 
and goddesses, and because the Israelites seemed 
to receive help and courage from a source that 
the others did not know. 

The Israelites were an expectant people. Many 
years before when they had been in deep trouble, 
crying aloud against a misfortune, God spoke a 
word of encouragement to their prophet Isaiah. 
When Isaiah had heard the voice he told 
the people: “God will send a Saviour to the 
world. From the house of David will come a 
counselor. The government shall be upon His 
shoulders; and He shall be called the Prince 
of Peace.” 

Year after year, cen- 
tury after century, the 
people had waited and 
watched, worked and 
prayed, hoping that a Sav- 
iour, a new king, would 
be born. They were weary 
with longing, tired of un- 
certainty, burdened with 
doubt. The world was old. 

It was quiet in Beth- 
lehem. The moon shed its 
pale light on darkened 
windows. But for days 
past people had been com- 
ing into the town, crowd- 
ing its homes and inns or 
hotels. Augustus Caesar, 
emperor of Rome, had 
sent out an order that all 
people under Roman rule 
must return to the city 
or town from which 
their family had come and there put their names 
upon a tax list. 

Many people returned to Bethlehem, the City 
of David, as it was often called, because King 
David had been born there. There were so 
many people that those who came late could 
find no lodgings. Some slept under trees, others 
sought shelter in sheds and stables. But finally 
the jostling, complaining, travel-weary crowd 


Bj slept. Streets were deserted. Stars sprinkled the 


sky. There was silence. ; 
Near Bethlehem, on a hillside, a group of 
shepherds watched over their flocks. As they lay 


My Christmas Gift 
By Mildred Veley Hardcastle 


The Wise Men brought the Holy Babe 
Rare gifts when He was born; 

They traveled far to show their love 
On that first Christmas morn. 


What gift can I, a little child, 
Bring to the Christ today? 

Into His hands I'll give my heart: 
“To Christ with love,” I'll say. 


on the ground resting after a day of tramping 
over rough hills the shepherds were quiet. Shep- 
herds as a rule are silent men; accustomed to 
long hours of solitude they think about many 
things. Those shepherds were probably thinking 
about King David and the promise of a new 
king that would come from his line. Shepherds 
liked to think about the good king, for David 
had been a shepherd when he was a boy. 

As they rested, an unusual brightness appeared 
in the sky. The hillside was flooded with radiant 
light. Quickly the shepherds jumped to their 
feet. They saw each other and their flocks be- 
fore them as if it were midday. Trembling with 
fear they fell to the earth, their faces to the 
ground. 

As shepherds 
crouched together, an an- 
gel stood beside them. 
“Be not afraid,” the an- 
gel said, “for I bring you 
tidings of great joy that 
shall be to all people. For 
unto you is born this day 
in the City of David a 
Saviour, who is Christ the 
Lord.” 

While the shepherds 
were still too frightened 
to raise their heads, the 
voices of many angels 
filled the air with the 
heavenly song “Glory to 
God in the highest, and 
on earth peace, good will 
toward men.” In the still- 
ness of that night God’s 
angels had spoken. 

The music ceased, the 
shepherds were alone. 
They stood up and looked from one to another. 
“We will go into Bethlehem,” they agreed, 
“and find the babe in the manger and see for 
ourselves this thing which the angel said had 
come to pass.” 


Down the hillside and into the sleeping village 
the shepherds hurried. At dawn they stopped in 
the doorway of a stable. Joseph, a carpenter from 
Nazareth, and his wife Mary were inside. Because 
they belonged to the house of David, they had 
come to put their names upon the tax list. Mary 


was singing softly to the baby Jesus wrapped 
in swaddling (Continued inside back cover) 
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1. Hear the chimes! How they ring! In remembrance they bring A - gain that sweet 


2. How it 


fills us with cheer! It grows sweet-er each year, |More pre-cious each 


a won-der- ful morn When the 
it al - ways seems new, And we 
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Christ-Child was. born, And skies were all glo - ry 


know 


is true, The sto - ry that nev -er grows old. ...... 


December 


Au Brightly as 
ide 
of 
tio 
tio: 
the 
los 
Ch 
time it For age 
the 
| 
“ sho 
nat 
nou 
Words by Marian Phelps Music by May F. Lawrenceiiy,. 
16 


By Roland Rexroth 


HAT JOLLY old fellow in white whiskers 
and red suit, whose name is as well known 
as Christmas itself, has never yet appeared on a 
postage stamp, but maybe he will some day. 
Many stamp collectors think it would be a fine 
idea to have a stamp showing the smiling face 
of Santa Claus. It would be worthy of a special 
place in our collec- 
tions. 

Good old Saint Nick 
has had his picture on 
ten of the Christmas 
seals that are issued 
each year in December 
by the American Na- 
tional Red Cross and 
the National Tubercu- 
losis Association. Two others show 
him driving his reindeer and sleigh 
across the snowy fields. While these 
Christmas seals are not postage 
stamps, their use on letters and pack- 
ages at Christmas time has made 
them popular as a “side line” with 
collectors, and they make a colorful 
addition to any collection. 

The stamps that we illustrate this month 
show us that Christmas has not been overlooked 
as a subject for stamp designs. The fifteen-dxe 
Norway stamp shows a reindeer, some of whose 
relatives haul Santa Claus’s sleigh. Reindeer are 
native only to the Artic regions, and are espe- 
cially plentiful in Norway. 

The Rumanian stamp shows an angel an- 
nouncing the birth of Jesus. It is one of a series 
of stamps issued in 1906. 


The Dominican Repub- 
lic stamp shows the infant 
Jesus and Mary, His 
mother. In the upper right 
comer is the star of Bethlehem, its rays shining 
upon the birthplace of the newborn infant. This 
stamp is one of a series issued in 1942. 

On the Brazilian stamp are pictured the three 
Wise Men who brought gifts of gold, frankin- 
cense, and myrrh to the Christ child. In the 
upper left part of the design we also see the star 
of Bethlehem. One of the traditions associated 
with Christmas is that the three Wise Men were 
Oriental kings, named Gaspar, Melchior, and 
Balthasar. The tradition is the basis of the 
Christmas carol “We Three Kings of Orient 
Are.” 


Since Christmas makes us think 
of being good, kind, and loving, and 
of making gifts to and helping 
others, it is not surprising to learn 
that some of the stamps that show 
scenes relating to Christmas are 
called “charity” or semipostal 
stamps. The Rumanian and Brazilian 
stamps that have just been described 
are of this kind. They 
were sold by the post 
office for more than 
their postal value, and 
the excess funds were 
used for charitable 
purposes. 

Merry Christmas to 
all of you, and may Santa Claus bring you 
some fine new stamps for your collection. 


= The Little Gadabout When Mr. 
3 Dog 
(Continued from page 13) 
= a and we'll miss him very much. 
I think he is lonely for the farm 
and misses the other animals,” 
renct@Mr. Hamilton answered. 


the farm. 


Hamilton told 
Farmer Wilson of Blacky’s 
daily trip with the milkman, 
Farmer Wilson agreed that per- 
haps he really did belong on 


Bonny was so unhappy that 
night she could not sleep. 


When Daddy told her he would 
get her another dog, she said 
she did not want any dog but 
Blacky. 

Early the next morning there 
was a scratch on the door, and 


in walked Blacky. He jumped 
(Please turn to page 28) 
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By Sara K. Stang ~~ 


Yes, Crissic, the pup, was a present, 


A Christmas surprise just for me. 


I found her myself Christmas morning; 


I found her tied fast to the tree. 


She wasn’t wrapped up in bright paper, 
She wasn’t done up in a box; 

So I didn’t have to unpack her 
Or fumble with ribbons or locks. 


I threw my arms round her and hugged her; 
Then quick to my Daddy I said, 

“I asked Santa Claus for a sister, 

But I’m glad he sent Crissie instead.” 
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Pictures by Florence McCurdy 


ORALEE came into the - 
living room with two 
darning needles, a big bowl 
of cranberries, and a spool 
of heavy thread. She was go- 
ing to string the berries into 
gleaming streams of bright 
red to twist through the tin- 
sel and green of the Christ- 
mas tree that stood at the 
end of the room. But her 
face did not glow with 
Christmas cheer, her curly head divapi: and 
her eyes were wide with distress. 

“I’m sunk!” she groaned as she pushed her 
big yellow cat off the chair beside her cousin 
Red and satdown, 

“What's the trouble?” he asked. 

With the same deftness with which he made 
his free throws in basketball, he reached for a 
needle, broke off a length of thread, and rolled 
it between his thumb and forefinger until it 
was stiff enough to thrust through the eye of the 
needle. 

“I’m in on the ground floor for Christmas,” he 
added mysteriously. “You haven't anything to 
worry about. Santa’s going to do all right by 
you!” 

“I’m not worried about myself,” she mourned. 
“It’s your little sister and my little cousin I’m 
worried about. I hunted all over town until I 
found a little red ball that would bounce. Anne’s 
wanted one ever so long!” 

“So what?” Red prompted her, for Coralee 
was staring at the cranberry in her hand as 
though she did not see it. 

It slid from between her fingers and rolled 


SPARTANS 
Strange 


By Lawrent Lee 
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to the floor. The cat quickly pounced on it. 
Red laughed as Cicero began batting it be. 


tween his soft paws. Coralee did not laugh. 


“Don’t you see the fix I’m in?” she asked. 
“T’ve lost the ball, and I can’t find it anywhere!” 

“Aw, snap out of it,” said Red. “This is Christ- 
mas Eve!” 

“That’s the trouble,” Coralee agreed em- 
phatically. “It’s too late to get Anne another 
Christmas gift!” 

Red whistled in consternation. “I hadn't 
thought of that! Can’t you dig up some toy 
you've outgrown that she’d like?” 

“No,” said Coralee, still miserably emphatic. 


“I’ve gone through all I have, and they're all 


too old for her. She wouldn’t know what to do 
with them.” 

“Maybe,” he said slowly, “you could pack 
her a little box of our Christmas candy and put 
it on the tree. She'd like that.’ 

“She would,” said Coralee. “But Auntie 


-wouldn’t. With a box of candy all her own, 


Anne’s so little she wouldn’t know when to stop 
eating it.” 
“Guess that’s right,” said Red reluctantly. 
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Coralee looked at his thoughtful face. She 
knew he was thinking over the things that were 
his, hoping to find one he could let her have to 
give his little sister for Christmas so that Anne 
would not feel that Coralee had forgotten her 
when the gifts were taken from the tree on 
Christmas day. 


“This makes us know what the Bible means -: 


when it says that it is more blessed to give than 
to receive,” he said. “I know how. you feel at 
not having anything for Anne. It’s a fot worse 
than if you missed out on a present yourself.” 

Coralee nodded. “She’s such a little thing! I 
can’t bear for her to think I did not love her 
enough to tell her so on Christmas!” 

“She knows you love her,” Red tried to con- 
sole her. “Don’t be so blue. Look at old Cicero. 
Isn't he just going to bat with that cranberry?” 

Coralee had to laugh. 

Cicero, with all the skill of a gymnast, threw 
the small glowing cranberry up with his front 
paws and watched it fall. As it hit the floor and 
rolled, he pounced on it, growling fiercely and 
snapping at it with his white teeth, mauling it 
and batting it back and forth. 

“Come back here, Cicero,” she called as he ran 
through the door after it. ““We want to watch: 
ou. 

Cicero’s only interest was the cranberry. He 
bounded playfully on out of sight. 

“What mystifies me,” said Coralee as she put 


more cranberries onto pr, 


* 


Red out of his chair with a bounce. 


the long white thread, ‘‘is how the ball got lost. 
I had it on the table in my room, ready to wrap. 
Anne gets so much fun out of opening packages. 
Auntie called me to beat eggs for a cake, and 
when I got back the ball was gone!” 

“Did you look under your bed and the chairs 
and the table? Was your closet door open so it 
could roll in there?” 

“I looked everywhere,” said Coralee. “I even 
swept my room again, just to make sure I didn’t 
skip any corners.” 

“Could Anne have gone in and found it?” 
Red asked hopefully. 

“She was taking her nap; and if she had 
found it, she’d be playing with it now.” 

. “Tt -is.a mystery!” said Red. “Do you hear 
that?” 

A long-drawn catcall, full of fear, echoed and 
re-echoed through the house and brought Red 
out of his chair with a bounce. Coralee rose more 
slowly, for she had the bowl of cranberries in 
her lap. 

“Come on!” Red cried. “Maybe Cicero’s dis- 
appearing too!” 

Coralee put down the cranberries and fol- 
lowed her cousin into the hall. 

‘All the doors but the one into the closet 
under the stairs were closed, and she followed 
Red to it. 

“Miaow,” came another long call, but though 

they looked all around the closet, they could 


full of fear, brought ane cat. 
* 
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“What do you know about it!” Red exclaimed 
in an awed voice. “One minute Cicero’s with 
us, the next he’s not!” 

“Kitty! Kitty! Kitty!” called Coralee anxiously. 


boards. Coralee, get a keyhole saw and a brace 
and bit. I'll tell mother.” 

Coralee went to the tool chest while Red 
mounted the stairs two at a time. When he 


The cry came again. 

“Tt sounds as if it’s under 
the floor,” said Red. “How 
could Cicero get there?” 

Coralee pushed deep into 
the closet. Behind an um- 
brella stand was a narrow 
half door. It led to a’ shal- 
low compartment that 
housed the plumbing and 
was never opened unless a 


pipe clogged up or a trap 


needed cleaning; but it was 
ajar now. 

She dropped to her knees 
and peered into the shad- 
ows. 

“He’s not in there,” she 
said, disappointed. 

Red knelt beside her and 
peered too. 

“There’s a board out back 
there! Do you suppose he 
could have rolled the cran- 
berry that far and fallen 
through?” 

““I—don’t know,” faltered 
Coralee. ‘‘But he sounds per- 
fectly awful!” 

The cat’s cries were long- 
er and more distressed. Some- 
where beyond and below 
them Cicero was threshing 
about, but they could not 
tell where. 

“Let’s go to the basement. 
Maybe we can hear better 
there,” suggested Red. 

From the corner of the 


for the week you will find it helpful. 
Say it when you first wake up in the 
morning and repeat it to yourself each 


time you think of it through the day. 


For the week of December 3 


The Saviour’s birthday is at 
hand; 
Let there be joy in every land. 


For the week of December 10 


I ask the Christ my gifts to bless, 
That each may give true happi- 
ness. 


For the week of December 17 
Peace on the earth; good will 


to men! 
I sing this glorious song again. 

For the week of December 24 
God bless us all this Christmas 

day; 

May peace come to the earth to 

stay. 

For the week of December 31 
My heart is filled with Christmas 


joy 
And love for every girl and boy. 


basement, he got a stepladder and placed it un- 
der the hall closet. He mounted swiftly. 

_ “If anything happens to Cicero,” said Coralee, 
“this will be the very worst Christmas of my 


life!” 


reappeared, he said, “Moth. 
er says it’s all right. We can 
go ahead.” 

“What are you going to 
do?” asked Coralee, a lump 
of foreboding in her throat. 
She could think of no possi- 
ble way to get Cicero out if 
he was between the walls of 
the house. 

“Watch me,” said Red. 
“There’s only one way.” 

Numb with uncertainty, 
Coralee waited while he 
climbed the ladder again. 

“I’m going to saw through 
these two boards—here and 
here.” He pointed. “They 
are under the kitchen wall 
and won’t show above the 
stairs.” 

“Are you sure?” Coralee 
asked doubtfully. ‘Just think 
what Uncle will say when he 
gets back if we wreck the 
house!” 

“We won’t wreck it,” Red 
answered positively. “And 
Cicero can’t stay in there.” 

Coralee steadied the lad- 
der while he worked, and 
all the time she ached miser- 
ably. 

Red made a hole with the 
brace and bit. Carefully, he 
inserted the keyhole saw. 

“T can’t take any chances,” 
he said. “I might cut Ci- 
cero.” 

Coralee blinked back tears. 
This was a danger she had 
not considered. She had been 
thinking that if Red were 
wrong and they sawed 


With his palm, Red felt over the rough 
boards that made the basement ceiling. 
. “He sounds as if he’s here, in the wall, be- 
tween the kitchen and the dining room,” he 
said at last. “I can-feel him moving against the 
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through the dining-room floor, it would take all 
both of them could earn for weeks to repair the 
damage; but Cicero had to be rescued. Now 
she had to worry about Cicero’s being cut! And 
his cries were growing weaker! He sounded a: 
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though he had fallen in head 
first and his body weight was 
on his head, smothering him! 

Red finished the first cut. 

“There!” he said triumphant- 
ly. “No damage done yet! 
Hand me the brace again.” 

She passed it to him without 
a word. 

With infinite care, he set the 
bit and made the hole that 
would let the point of the saw 
enter. Then, cautiously, he be- 
gan to saw. 

He had gone two _ inches 
when he cried, “We got the 
right spot! See this board sag? 
His weight is on it!” 

He cut with the point of the 
saw now, taking shorter strokes. 
The work was slow and tiring. 
Twice he had to stop and rest. 
When he struck the far side of 
the second board, both boards 
fell into their hands, and they 
could see Cicero’s hairy shoul- 
der in the opening! 

“Here,” Red cried, exultant. 

He handed Coralee the saw. 
Breathless, she watched while 
he pressed up on Cicero’s body, 
turning the cat this way, thrust- 
ing him that way, until finally 
he could get the tawny head 
down through the hole; then 
the shoulder, and finally the 
whole big body. 

“Christmas gift!” he cried 
as he put the cat into Coralee’s 
eager arms. “Just for fun, I’m 
going to feel around up here. 
Maybe I can find the cran- 
berry.” 

Coralee held Cicero close 
while she watched Red explore, 
and the cat snuggled against 
her, purring contentment. 

She saw Red’s face brighten. 

“Got it?” she asked. 

He did not answer, but the 
berry rolled out of the hole, 
to the basement floor at her 
feet. Still Red searched. 
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“Merry Christmas again!” 
he exclaimed. 

There above her, he held the 
bright red ball she had bought 
for Anne’s Christmas present! 

“Oh,” she cried in quick de- 
light. “Cicero’s the rascal! He 
went into my room! He rolled 
the ball off my table! Didn't 
you, Cicero?” 

She held him out where she 
could see him, but his only ad- 
mission was to open and close 
his tawny eyes lazily. 

“The, ball probably went 
down through the closet, just 
as the cranberry did,” said Red 
as he set the boards back in 
place and braced them with an- 
other he took from the firebox. 
“I hope he’s had his lesson and 
won’t be so clever about roll- 
ing things where they don’t be- 
long.” 

“He’s old Santa in reverse,” 


said Coralee. “Instead of bring- - 


ing things to us happily and 
mysteriously as Santa does, he 
takes them away from us 
unhappily and mysteriously. 
Thanks a million, Red!” 

“Go fix up your ball for the 
Christmas tree,” he suggested, 
“while I finish this job. Then 
I'll beat you back to the cran- 
berries!” 


Too Many Languages 
(Continued from page 8) 


make a list of questions to ask 
them?” Dale inquired. 

Nettie shook her head. 

“Well, never mind. I have 
a list. You can use mine.” 

“Oh, Dale, I couldn’t ask 
them any questions!” Nettie 
wailed. 

Dale struggled to keep his 
patience. 

“All right,” he said. “T’ll ask 
the questions and you can write 
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down the answers.” He was not 
going to let Nettie discourage 
him. 
Nettie stopped suddenly, 
clapping her hand to her mouth. 
“What's the matter now?” 


demanded Dale. 


“How can you talk to them?” 
Nettie cried. ““You can’t speak 
their languages!” 

Dale stood still, dumfound- 
ed. Nettie had him stumped at 
last. Of course he could not 
speak foreign languages. 

“Let's go home,” said Nettie. 

“No, we’re not going home!” 
Dale puzzled over the matter 
for a few moments. “Surely 
there will be some way we can 
talk to them,” he said. ““Maybe 
they can speak English. Or 
maybe we can find someone to 
act as interpreter. Yes, of 
course. Some members of their 
families, who have lived here 
longer, can help us talk back 
and forth. Anyway I’m not go- 
ing to give up without trying.” 

The Chinese Café was lo- 
cated at the outskirts of the 
business district, and the pro- 
prietor, Li Yung, and his wife 
lived in a cottage next door. 

Dale and Nettie approached 
the place slowly. As they passed 
the café, they glanced in and 
saw the exotic furnishings: the 
carved black furniture, inlaid 
with pearl and gilt, the wall 
hangings embroidered with 
dragons, fantastic flowers, and 
long-legged birds. Then they 
came to the cottage. As Nettie 
hung back fearfully Dale 
walked up to the door and 
knocked, wondering how they 
would be received. 

There was no response to his 
knock. He had knocked the 
second time when they heard a 
voice in the side yard. The voice 
was raised in a high, childish 
wail. 
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“That must be the boy,” said 
Dale. 

They went around the corner 
of the cottage, and there under 
a big tree, was a little boy six 
or seven years old. He wore a 
plaid snowsuit, the kind of 
snowsuit any American child 
might wear. But the face he 
turned questioningly toward 
them was a dusky yellow color, 
and his bright black eyes were 
almond-shaped. A fringe of 
black bangs hung across his 
forehead under the plaid cap. 

Dale stood still, completely 
charmed, 

“Isn't he cute?” he whispered 
to Nettie. 

“He is sort of cute,” Nettie 
admitted grudgingly. 

But Dale did not notice her 
sulky tone. Gazing into the lit- 
tle Oriental face, he felt as if 
he were in another world. He 
knew now why the teacher had 
given them this assignment. Of 
course it had something to do 
with geography. The people of 
a country are the most impor- 
tant part of it. This was the 
best assignment of the whole 
program, and he had not re- 
alized it until just now. How 
many odd, surprising things 
they would learn from the for- 
eigners! 

It was thrilling to realize that 
this little boy was actually from 
the great country of China. Far 
in the distance, behind the little 
Chinese boy, Dale seemed to 
see terraced hillsides and 
flooded rice fields, pagodas and 
temples and high-arched 
bridges. Perhaps the little boy 
had lived in a house whose roof 
curved up at the corners, to 
keep away evil spirits. Perhaps 
he had taken part in kite festi- 
vals and lantern festivals. 

“Well, don’t stand there and 

(Please turn to page 30) 


RECIPES 
BY JATTA TAYLOR KEITH 


Christmas Pudding 


T= TRADITIONAL Christmas pudding contains spices 

and fruits because long ago the three Wise Men brought 
them from the East as gifts to the Christ child. The flame on the 
pudding is a token that the “light of the world” was made visible 
to human eyes on that first Christmas day. 


Christmas Pudding 


1 cupful flour 

1 teaspoonful baking powder 
teaspoonful soda 

teaspoonful salt 

1 teaspoonful cinnamon 

14, teaspoonful allspice 

cupful chopped nuts 


teaspoonful cloves 

1 cupful milk 

1 cupful dry bread crumbs 

14 cupful melted margarine . 
14 cupful molasses 

Y4 cupful raisins 

cupful chopped fruit 


@ Sift flour, baking powder, soda, salt, and spices into a large 
bowl. Add raisins, fruit, and nuts. Heat milk and pour over 
bread crumbs then combine with shortening and molasses. Add 
to dry ingredients and stir until smooth. Pour into well-greased 
mold or pan (or into baking-powder cans or other small con- 
tainers) filling two thirds full. Tie several thicknesses of wax 
paper over the top. Place on rack in deep kettle filled with 
boiling water to one half the depth of the mold. Cover kettle 
and steam 21/, hours adding water as needed. Serve hot. 

@ Pour a few drops of lemon extract on a lump of sugar and 
place it on top of the pudding. Arrange sprigs of holly around it 
and just before serving set fire to the moistened sugar. This 
pudding may be boiled if you prefer. Place pudding on a large 
cloth which has been moistened in hot water. Tie with a stout 
cord leaving room at the top for pudding to rise. Boil for 3 
hours in large kettle of water. 


Hard Sauce 


lf, cupful butter 


1/, teaspoonful lemon extract 
1 cupful powdered sugar 


teaspoonful vanilla 


®@ Cream butter and sugar until very light. Add flavoring and 
chill. Serve spoonful with each portion. 
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While the sun is shining, 

While the sky is blue, 

That’s the time for playing; 

I think so, don’t you? 

When the shadows lengthen 

And birdies go to nest, 

Then we say, “Good-by, sweet day,” 
And off we go to rest. 


I want to be a pilot 
And fly above the trees. 
I want to be a pilot 
And fly through the summer 
breeze. 


I want to be a pilot 
And fly up in the sky. 
I want to be a pilot 
And fly and fly and fly! 


Country Things I Love 


By Richard Devrow (9 years) 
Seymour, Tex. 


I love a green pasture 
With a creek winding through, 
And the early morning sunshine 
Sparkling on the dew. 


I love golden grain and the 
Cotton field so white. 

I love to hear the patter 
Of rain on the roof at night. 


I love to hear the bobwhite 
And the whippoorwill call; 

Then I know it is time for 
School to open in the fall. 
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When Summer Days Are 


Gone 
By Mary Elizabeth Buck (10 


When summer days fade away 
And the autumn days have come, 
I like to sit by the fireplace 

And hear the fire burn. 

It makes me think of wintertime 
And Christmas days so gay. 

It is hard to decide 

Which of all the days 

I like the best to play. 


Travels 
By Carlyn Molstad (11 years) 


and Dora Taylor (11 years) 
Milwaukee, Wis. 


Once there was a sixth grade boy 
Who ran away to sea; 

He traveled far to distant lands 
On the good ship Hannah Lee. 


First he went to India, 
And saw a great rajah. 

He saw the Taj Mahal 
Then in the city Agra. 


Then he went to China, 
The land of rice and tea; 

And then to famous Peiping 
The emperor to see. 


Russia is a vast land 
Famed for the river Volga. 
Here our little traveler met 
Ivan and Olga. 


Next he went to Holland, 
With its tulips and dykes, 

It’s windmills and canals, 
And gay-colored bikes. 


In Italy is Venice 
And the old, old city of Rome, 
And other beautiful places. 
Thus our traveler journeys home. 


By Elaine C. Mau (12 years) 


San Francisco, Calif. 


We have a friend, a very good 
friend 
That is all a friend could be; 
Someone good, someone kind, 
Someone full of glee. 


A friend must like the things you 
like, 
Be thoughtful and be true. 
A friend must like you very much, 
And feel the way you do. 


Indeed a friend is a treasured thing 
Since the world had its start; 
With a friend together you share 
The things that are in your 
heart. 


A Walk in Winter 
By Marianne Herold (10 years) 
Bradford, Pa. 


I took a walk in the woods today; 
The ground was all covered with 
snow. 
And I do think in the wintertime 
Tis the pleasantest place one 
can go. 
The trees were all covered with 
silvery white, 
The snow on the ground looked 
like sand; 
And to me in my leggings and 
overshoes 
It looked like a fairyland. 


I Have a Baby Sister 
By Marianne Freeman (6 years) 
Tuscaloosa, Ala. 

I have a baby sister; 
She is so very sweet; 

Her little toes are like rosebuds 
On her tiny feet. 
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What Do Fairies Do? 
By Anne Lorrayne Hoffman 
(13 years) 
Donalda, Alta., Canada 
Ho, merry fairies and jolly old gob- 
lins, 
What do you do when day is all 
done? 
Say, do you sleep in dark piney 
shadows 
Or do you rest where the hills 
hide the sun? 


Say, don’t your wings get tired 
from flying— 
Why not use leaves for planes 
in the fall? 
Wh, not take a cool stroll in the 
evc ning; 
? 


Do not the bees sting you in spring- 


time; 
Or do you use them for airships 
instead ? 


Do you watch children sleeping at 


nighttime 
Or, like us, crawl sleepily to 
bed ? 


I Talked to the Wind 
By Virginia Lee Hinton (4 years) 
Tolleson, Ariz. 
“Wind, wind, wind, 
Why do you blow my hair?” 
“Because I like little girls,” he 
said. 
“Because I like to blow,” he said. 
“I blow all.day and I blow all 
night,” 
Said the wind, wind, wind. 
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The Bee 
By DeLee Grace Hileman 
(11 years) 
New London, Ohio 
I was sitting up in a tree; 
Along came a great big bee. 
“Get away from my hive,” said he. 
I only laughed and said, “Make 
me ” 


He said, “All right.” 

So along he came and stung me on 
the ear; 

It made me cry one great big tear. 

He laughed and said, “So there, 


you see, 
I'l get you out of this great big 
tree.”” 


EDITOR’S NOTE: We have enjoyed this department of WEE 
WISDOM, and we are-sure that you have enjoyed having your 
poems published and reading the poems of others. The work 
on these pages is supposed to be the children’s original writings. 
During the last few months several poems copied from 

and magazines have been sent in with a note from the parent or 
teacher saying that the work was the original work of the child 
who sent it in. Copied work is always recognized sooner or 
later. One little reader sent in a page from a book on which was 
printed a poem one of our readers had sent in as her own. With 
the poem was a note: “-—— copied this poem. NO FAIR!” 


and 


mon, 


If we are to keep this department ia WEE WISDOM we 
must keep it free from copied work. We are asking all parents 
ers to make sure that the child understands what is 
meant by “original work” and to be sure that the work is the 
child’s before writing us vouching for its authenticity. 

The poem “September” was not the work of Florence Milne, 
but was written by Mary Howitt. “Grandma’s High-Heeled 
Shoes” in the September number was not written by Una Scam- 


Address all letters to Wee Wisdom Writers’ Guild, 917 
be Kansas City 6, Mo. Be sure to give your name, age, and 


The Blizzard 


By Seymour Greenwood 
(10 years) 
San Bernardino, Calif. 


The grey, lonesome sky, 

Burdened with anh clouds. 

A lonesome, dismal forest 

As still as though stricken 

With terror. 

A sudden gust of wind! 

Another! 

And another! 

Until the wind is swirling 

Through the trees, 

Howling like a banshee. 

A flake of white. 

Another! 

And still another, 

Until the world is nothing 

But white snow. 

You can’t see ahead of you. 

The wind pelts ice and snow 

Against your face 

Until it stings. 

The wind flings the snow 

Around—like 

Tag with itself. 

Then a sudden stillness. 

Comes again the quiet lonesome- 
ness 

Of the forest. 

The blizzard has gone 

As suddenly as it came, 

Leaving behind it 

A still, white world. 


Books 
By Margaret L. Mitchell 
12 years) 
Sowerby Bridge, Yorks., England 


There are many different kinds of 
books 


All published at different places, 

About different people and differ- 
ent things, 

About different kinds of races. 


There are books about travel and 
books about war, 
There are books about heroes and 
glory; 
But the best books of all and the 
most interesting 
Are the books that contain a good 
story. 


There are books bound in leather 
and books bound in cloth; 
There are big books and little 
books too. 
There are books that have pictures 
and some that have not, 
And some books that tell of the 
ZOO. 


Some books are found useful for 
everything, 
Like encyclopedias tall; 
But all books have words, for if 
they had not 
We never could read them at all. 
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In recent months, more so 
than ever before, the part 
played by our pets in the war- 
torn world of today has been 
impressed upon my mind. 

In. one article I read an army 
officer’s statement that in such 
work as delivering messages, 
sighting planes, locating 
wounded men, and the like one 
well-trained dog can accom- 
plish tasks that would require 
several men and much more 
time. 

In another report comes news 
of a myna named Raffles, a talk- 
ing bird from the tropics, who 
has done much to bring happi- 
ness and peace to wounded and 
shell-shocked men in our gov- 
ernment hospitals. His happy, 
bright remarks bring laughter 
from men who have almost for- 
gotten how to laugh. And 
laughter brings healing. The 


doctors marvel at the results of 


his visits. 
I arm sure you too can tell 
stories of how your pets have 


brought happiness. Address 
your letters to WEE WIsDoM, 
917 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, 


6, Mo. 
9 


Dear Editor: 1 have a pet baby 
turtle. His shell is painted blue. 
There is a rock in his bowl and 
he likes to rest upon it. 

His name is Sailor. He acts as 
if he were riding a speedboat. His 
tricks are climbing a curtain and 
playing dead. 

I had him in a pet show and he 
won third prize. I do have a lot 
of fun playing with him.—Donald 
Walter Carr. 
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Dear Editor: My best pet is a 
pony called Little Two Bits. She is 
named after my. Grandad’s Big 
Two Bits. She bucked me off into 
the mud last spring. 

In the winter she pulls me on a 
big sled. Sometimes I lead Little 
Two Bits and let my little sister, 
Sandra, ride her. I rattle oats in a 
pan and she comes running. She 
also likes sugar cubes, but we can’t 
feed those to her now because sugar 
is rationed. I’m glad we grow eur 
own oats.—Tommy O'Neil. 


WEE WISDOM, 
917 Tracy, Kansas City 6, Mo. 


Friend's name 


USE THIS BLANK TO ORDER WEE WISDOM. 


Please send a year’s subscription for WEE WISDOM as a gift to 
my friend, I inclose $1 to pay for it, 


Street 


City 


My 


Street 


City 


Please indicate postal zone number, if cities are so divided. 
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Dear Editor: My pet is a dog 
named Skippy. She performs for all 
our company. I have taught: her 
many tricks. She knows how to 
shake hands, play hide-and-seek, 

ts on eye glasses, and holds a 

Il on her nose. Our neighbor next 
door has a pet monkey. He is Skip. 
py’s best playmate. The monkey's 
name is Jeep. Jeep stands on Skip- 
py’s back and opens Skippy’s ear 
and looks in. You should see how 
they play.—Evelyn Drao. 


9 
The Little Gadabout 
D 


(Continued from page 18) 


up, sniffed, wagged his tail, and 
barked as though to say: “I 
belong to you. Don’t you take 
me away again. I’m off to the 


dairy to look after the milk 


route, but I'll be back this after- 
noon when I get my work 
done,” and he did come back as 
usual. 

Now if you go to Poplar. 
ville and see Pete and his milk 
wagon going down the street, 
you will also see a little black- 
and-brown dog running impor- 
tantly beside the wagon. That 
will be Blacky. And if you wait 
until the last bottle of milk is 
delivered, you will see Blacky 
turn and run as fast as he can 
for home and his dear little 
friend Bonny, who will be wait- 
ing forhim. 
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That 


(Continued from page 6) 


gan practicing. “One, two, 
three, four—that last measure!” 

He laughed as he remem- 
bered Ann saying, “You made 
me laugh when you banged the 
keys because the notes didn't 
come right. You sounded s0 


angry.” 
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Now he simply worked. 
Over and over. Especially the 
difficult measures. Then he put 
them together, played the carol 
through. “Not bad,” he thought 
and began to sing softly to him- 
self, “Ring, ring the bells of 
Bethlehem.” 

He didn’t know Mother and 
Ruth were listening. 

“That was lovely, David,” 
Mother said as he finished. “I 
could almost hear the bells 
ringing softly as Mary and 
Joseph made their way through 
Bethlehem. It’s Christmas Eve 
you know. You've practiced 
three hours. And Daddy’s 
home for supper.” 


“Really?” he cried. “But I 
know it,” he finished trium- 
phantly. “I know the carol!” 

“I thought it was sissy for 
boys to play the piano,” Ruth 
teased. 

“Paderewski most certainly 
wasn’t a sissy and neither is Roy 
Rogers,” David said stoutly. 

“Of course not,’ Mother 
agreed smiling. “Come, supper 
is ready, and you and the 
piano both sound tired. You’ve 
worked so hard.” 

“I guess you're right, Moth- 
et,” David said, stretching. 
“Only it isn’t. work,” he 
thought, “not when you have a 
purpose—not when you're help- 
ing someone.” And then he 
wondered how many times he 
had been an example for some- 
one without knowing it. Had 
he always been a good one? 
Well, he had this time any- 
how. 


“Ring, ring the bells of Beth- 
lehem,”” he hummed as he went 
to wash his hands. The carol 
was no longer awful, for to- 
morrow it would be a Christ- 
mas present—all his own—to 
give. 
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Copy both Santas in a note book. Put the winking Santa (1) 
on page 1. Trace the second Santa (2) on page 2. Be sure to place 
them the same distance from the right edge of the paper. Now 
roll the top page up around a pencil. Slide the pencil back and 
forth, making the top page roll and unroll, and Santa will wink 


for you. 


Coin Guess 
By Alice Crowell Hoffman 
Oh, hurry on! 
Now guess this rhyme; 
What fruit is found 
Upon a dime? 
What Am I? 
By Enola Chamberlin 
Although I run most all the 
time 
I’ve never won a race; 


I have no arms, and yet I keep 
My hands before my face. 


Where Is This? 
By Enola Chamberlin 


My first is in kitchen but not 
in wall; 

My second’s in floor but not in 
hall; 

My third’s in bedroom but not 
in chair; 

My fourth’s in carpet but not in 
stair. 

My whole is where we come to 
stay 

When we have finished our 
own work or play. 

(Answers inside back cover) 
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Tree Trimmungs 


By Lucile Rosencrans 


HIS YEAR, when tinsel ornaments are scarce, you can make 


your own tree decorations. 


Make the snow man and Santa large or small, in keeping with 
the size of your tree. Hang them thickly over the branches. 
Both of the figures are based on the shape of a star. To help 


you draw your figures we have shown a broken-line star on the 
drawings. Santa should be colored in the regular way. Trim his 
suit with bits of cotton if you wish, and give him a cotton beard. 
Draw and color the front and back to look the same. 

The buttons and face of the snow man should be drawn on 
both the front and the reverse sides. You may paste cotton over 
the figure and draw the features on it with a black crayon. This 
is not necessary however, as the star-shaped snow men made from 
white construction paper make a tree look very pretty. Be sure to 


slip a red hat over each snow man’s head. 
Dark-colored thread run through the top of the cap and hat 
will tie the decorations to your tree. 


Too Many Languages 


(Continued from page 25) 


stare all day!” Nettie inter- 
rupted his thoughts. 

Dale’s mind landed back in 
the United States. 

“I won't,” he laughed. Then 
he added in an undertone: “Say, 
I surely am glad we got this 
assignment, Nettie. It’s the 
thing that will make the pro- 
gram! Think of the unusual 
things we'll be able to tell the 
class!” 
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Nettie raised her eyebrows in 
surprise at his new enthusiasm. 
But Dale was full of excited 
anticipation. He approached the 
little boy. 

“Hello, there!’ he called in 
a friendly voice, with a smile. 

The child smiled back at 
him. He returned the greeting 
too. 

“Kuei p’ing an!” said the 
little Chinese boy. 

Dale stared at him in dismay. 

“I told you so!” jeered Net- 
tie. 


Dale felt as if he had re 
ceived a blow. After a moment 
he tried again. 

“Can’t you talk English?” he 
asked. 

“Wan sheng pu ming pai 
nin,” answered the Chinese boy, 
looking troubled. 

“You see,” said Nettie. “It’s 
no use. I knew you couldn’t talk 
with him.” 

“T will talk with him,’ Dale 
said determinedly. “I’m going 
over to the café and see if I can 
find his uncle or aunt.” 

He went to the back door of 


the café and looked in, Li Yung 


was at the stove, stirring three 
kettles at once. His kitchen 
helpers were scurrying about 
the room. Out in the dining 
room Dale could see Li Yung’s 
wife waiting upon customers. 

Dale went back to the cot. 
tage yard slowly. 

“They’re both busy,” he te- 
ported with a sigh. He gazed 
at the Chinese child in deep 
disappointment. He wanted to 
ask him if he had ever seen the 
Great Wall of China, if he had 
ever ridden in a sedan chair or 
a jinrikisha, if he had seen the 
river boats called “junks,” 
which had big eyes painted on 
the prow so they could see 
where they were going. He 
wanted to ask him if he had 
ever fed mulberry leaves to 
silkworms. He wanted to ask 
him so many things! 

“I guess you're right in this 
case, Nettie,” he admitted. “We 
can’t talk with him.” 

“Let’s go,” Nettie said, and 
started away. 

“I suppose we might a 
well,” Dale agreed reluctantly, 
and turned to follow her. 

But there was a startling out 
burst behind them as the Chi- 
nese boy’s voice rose again in 
the wail they had heard at first. 
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Make Your Own Christmas Cua 


By M. V. Z. Boss 


Pattern 


AKING YOUR own Christmas cards is 

fun! You will need colored construction 
paper, a paper towel, scissors, ruler, pencil, and 
aste. 
’ Cut a piece of construction paper 9 by 6 
inches in size. Fold crosswise. Measure and 
mark a space 4 by 514 inches on a paper towel. 
Fold on your pencil lines and tear along the 
folds. This will give jagged edges. With a little 
paste on the upper corners stick this piece of 
paper towel to the piece of construction paper 


(Figure 1). 

Measure and cut another piece of construction 
paper 5 by 314 inches in size. Tear about an 
inch off the bottom, leaving the edge uneven 
(Figure 2). Now draw the pattern on this piece, 
and with a sharp knife or your scissors cut 
around the tree and the stars. Paste on the 
piece of paper towel (Figure 2). 

Try making patterns of your own. If you 
wish to mail your cards, seal them with Christ- 
mas stickers. 


Dale and Nettie whirled 
around. 

The little boy was making 
wild gestures, and waving his 
arms toward the tree above him 
as he wailed. Dale felt a thrill 


of excitement. What was the 
little fellow doing? Was he en- 
gaged in a strange ritual of 
some kind, perhaps honoring 
his ancestors or chanting a Chi- 
nese prayer? Maybe they were 


going to learn something fas- 
cinating after all that they could 
tell the class. 

“Why do you suppose he’s 
doing that?” Dale whispered to 
Nettie. (To be continued) 
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Dear Boosters: 


Of all the months of the year December is the happiest, for December 
brings us Christmas, the birthday of our Saviour, who came to bring 
happiness to all the world. The very thought of Christmas brings a 
warm little glow of happiness to our heart, and we begin to think of 
ways in which we can make others happy. One of the first things to do 
is to be happy ourselves. We cannot give something that we do not have. 
When we are happy’in our heart it is sure to show in our face, and 
you know that happiness is catching. 

Another way to ‘make People” happy is to smile. Did you ever see 
how many smiles you could give away in a day? The interesting thing 
is that the more you give the more you have to give. Try smiling 
this month. You may ‘be surprised to see just how much happiness you 
can bring to others and how ‘happy you can be yourself. You will all 
have very" good reports to send in next month if you do this. I shall be 


looking forward to happy letters from you. 
A very happy Christmas to'all of you! 


Secretary. 


Janet finds joy and happiness 
in being a member of the 
Booster Club. 


Dear Secretary: 1 have read and 
enjoyed every one of your letters. 
Whenever I feel dreary and blue 
I read your letters and the next 
minute the sky is sunny and clear. 

A few days ago I lost father’s 
hunting knife. I had been a bad 
girl that day. I said The Prayer of 
Faith, but I wondered if God 
would answer my prayer. He did, 
and then I knew that God loves 
all. 

I hope all Boosters are happy. 
—Janet Snow. 


Normarie is finding The 
Prayer of Faith to be of great 
help to her. 


Dear Secretary: My, how much 
The Prayer of Faith has helped me 
the past week. Our dog was stepped 


32 December 


on by our horse, and we thought 
her leg was broken. The doctor 
said he couldn’t do anything for her 
if it was broken. After my dad 
had talked to him the doctor said he 
believed the leg was just out of 
joint. The dog was taken to the 
doctor’s and he put the leg back in 
place. 

When she was stepped on I 
said The Prayer of Faith, and it 
most certainly helped. 

I hope it helps other people as 
well as it did me. I feel sure that 
it will—Normarie E. Doerfer. 


9 

Neva Lee has not been a 
Booster very long but she has 
found out that being a member 
of the Booster Club is helping 
her in many ways. I want to 
share her letter with you. 


Dear Secretary: 1 have not been 
a Booster very long, but I am very 


happy that I am one. I know The 
Prayer of Faith has helped me. 
There is a boy in my neighborhood 
who has said some very unkind 
things to me. Every time I see him 
I want to get fighting mad, but 
I say The Prayer of Faith and hold 
my temper. Then I feel calm again. 
I like being a Booster very much. 
It helps me with my lessons, it 
“9 me to be patient, it helps me 
to be considerate, and it helps me 
to hold my temper and to make 
friends.—Neva Lee Kennon. 


Mrs. Hitt is the mother coun- 
selor of a local Booster Club. 
Perhaps our other clubs will be 
interested to know some of the 
things that Mrs. Hitt is doing 
with her club. 


Dear Secretary: We ate sorry not 
to have written before this of ‘the 
progress of our Good Words 
Booster Club. We have had very 
good attendance at our meetings. 
We meet regularly every Friday 
night. 

We are very busy working on 
scrapbooks for the various hospi- 
tals in our city. Also each one of 
us is trying to do at least one 
special deed for someone besides 
his daily chores. 

Each child reports the help te- 
ceived from using The Prayer of 
Faith. Some Boosters are using it to 
overcome fear of the dark at bed- 
time, others to control quick tem- 
pers. 
One meeting day we went on an 
early-morning hike, had our lesson 
out of doors, and then ate out 
lunch. We ask the parents to g0 
with us sometimes. The children 
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are very co-operative and are will- 
ing to study together. Each child 
takes his turn to say the table bless- 
ing and the closing prayer. We 
have fourteen members at this time 
and more are coming: in. So we 
shall need a clubroom soon.—Mrs. 
Truman L. Hitt, 

selor. 


Ann has made some ‘new dis- 
coveries in her: life. She has 
found that the’secret of a hap- 
py life is prayer and helping 
others. 


Dear Secretary:—Although you 
haven’t had a letter for some time 
I have not forgotten you. I think 
of you very often. 

When I go to a friend’s house 
there is a dog along the way that 
often barks and runs after me. He 
is just at“the foot of a hill and I 
always coast ‘down it. If I should 
hit him I don’t know which would 
be hurt more, because I would un- 
doubtedly fall off. So now when I 
go down the hill I ask God to take 


dog at all. I also received two of 
the cutest pups in the world 
through prayer. 

I like being a Booster because 
it helps me to be better in every- 
thing. I am sure I did better in 
my final test last spring because I 
said The Prayer of Faith. It helps 
me to understand things. It also 
helps me to* wait for things be- 
cause I have the assurance that 
God’s way is best. The pledge helps 
me to keep my temper. I liake 
friends with a girl that I didn’t like 
because prayer gave me understand- 
ing. I have made another discovery. 
I actually like to work. I have 
determined also to help others 
more.—Ann Eve Toboldt. 


& THE 


God is my help in every 
need; 

God does my every hunger 
feed ; 

God walks beside me, guides 
my way 

Through every moment of 

the day. 


Mother Coun-— 


care of me. Now I don’t see the > 


Suzanne is finding so many 
ways in which the Booster Club 
is helping her-that I am sure 
you will enjoy her letter. 

Dear Secretary: My report this 


month is that I am very glad to be 
a Booster. I have done very well 


.this month. I have not lost my 


temper as much as I used to. I am 


_-trying. not to lose control of my 
“temper at any time. 


Since I joined the club I have 
been very happy. A girl and I dis- 
liked each other very much; then 
I joined the Booster Club, and now 
we like each other very much. 

I can never thank WEE WisDoM 
enough for what it has done for me. 
—Suzanne Swanson. 


Jane is another Booster who 
has learned the real meaning of 
prayer. It helps her to have a 
better understanding of other 


people. 


Dear Secretary: 1 find prayer very 
helpful in all that I do, in work or 
in play. I don’t think anyone prays 
too much. I pray for you and all 
the Boosters. 

I like to be a Booster because I 
feel that I can do more good to 
others and be a better friend with 
all. Yes, I think the club helps me 
with my lessons and many other 
things. I try my best to be patient, 
and being a Booster is helping me 
very much. I am learning to be 
more considerate and thoughtful of 
others. I know that sometimes I am 
not as thoughtful as I should be, 
but I am trying to improve. When 
I am about to let my temper get the 
better of me, I think of God and 
The Prayer of Faith, and I soon feel 
better. The club is helping me to 
make new friends.—Jane Moore. 


READERS WHO WANT YOU 
TO WRITE TO THEM 


For the past few months we 
have been receiving many more 
requests to have names printed in 
this column than we have space 
for. For this reason we are limit- . 
ing the age to 13 years. If your 
name is not here select a pen pal 
from the list below. 


Claire Kenyon (12), 4276 Ver- 
non, Jacksonville, Fla.; Diana Rey- 
nolds (12), 1233 Ruberta, Glen- 
dale, Calif.; Barbara Tayne (12), 
Rte. 2, Muscatine, Iowa; Nadine 
Crawford (13), Gamaliel, Ark.; 
Ardythe Kive (12), 321 Ninth 
St. N. W., Chisholm, Minn.; Joyce 
V. Reynolds (12), Rte. 2, Musca- 
tine, Iowa; Sheila E. Mole (13), 
6 Cooperative Terrace, Coxhoe 
Ferryhill, Durham, England; Mary 
Margaret Smith (10), Martha Ann 
Smith (13), 187 N. Hadley Ave., 
Columbus 4, Ohio; Mary Barnes 
(13), 6 Rose Grove, Hebden 
Bridge, Yorks., England; Nancy 
Walmsly (13), 11 Royd Villas, 
Hebden Bridge, Yorks., England; 
Louise Griffith (10), Piney, W. 
Va.; Zena Lee Allison (12), 402 
N. Main St., Nevada, Mo.; Joan 
Kelsey (11), 337 N. Whittier Ave., 
Whittier, Calif.; Lorraine Elsbree 
(13), Marlene Elsbree (11), Ma- 
drona Drive, Seattle 22, Wash.; 
Audrey L. McCulliers (11), Rte. 1, 
Hillsboro, Ill.; Edith Ann Grabow 
(12), 657 Eccles St., Hillsboro, IIl. ; 
Jean Zimmer (13), Box 258, Witt, 
Ill.; Norma Lee Stanley (12), Shir- 
ley Mae Stanley (9), North Creek, 
N. Y.; Joyce Kendall (12), Rte. 
1, Garrett, Pa.; Barbara Felsburg 
(11), 203 S. Ballet St., Frackville, 
Pa.; Lila Jean Walker (9), 801 N. 
Main St., Yates Center, Kans.; 
Eileen Bash (13), Box 123, Tarrs, 
Pa. 


PRAYER OF FAITH *x* xxx 


I now am wise, I now am 


true, 

Patient, kind, and loving, 
too. 

All things I am, can do, and 
be, 


Through Christ, the Truth 
that is in me. 


God is my health, I can’t be 
sick; 

God is my strength, unfail- 
ing, quick; 

God is my all, I know no 
fear, 

Since God and love and 
Truth are here. 
—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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Table Blessing 
By Florence Taylor 


Hear us, O Father, as we say 
Our prayer of thanks and 
praise 
For this good food and for 
Thy love 
That blesses us always. 


That Silent N ight 


(Continued from page 15) 


clothes and lying in a manger. 

“The Saviour!” the shep- 
herds exclaimed. ‘‘A Saviour is 
born this day in the city of 
David.” Then they told Joseph 
and Mary about the light in the 
sky and the sign by which the 
angel said they would know 
the new king. 


Three Wise Men from the 
east got down off their camels 
and went inside the stable. 
They had followed the star. It 
was the sign for which they had 
long waited. “A new king is 
born,” they declared, “a saviour 
who will rule the world.” 

The Wise Men brought with 
them precious gifts. They 
placed them at the feet of the 
newborn babe as He lay in the 
manger. The Saviour had come, 
the Saviour who would rule the 
world, who would be called the 
Prince of Peace. Old prophecies 
had been fulfilled. 

A new King was born, a 
King who would rule not upon 
a throne but in the hearts of 


men! 


Answers to Puzzles 
Coin Guess 
Date. 


What Am I? 
Clock. 


Where Is This? 


Home. 


Jars 


When Jet Stockwell overheard his father and uncle 
talking about footprints in the sand it gave him 


a momentary thrill of fear; but how do you sup- 
pose he felt when confronted with a real live 
Indian ? 

In the book JETS ADVENTURES by Bula 
Hahn you will share this adventure as well as 
many others involving Jet and his sister Sarah. 

JET’S ADVENTURES is a thrilling story of 
pioneer days, when people left their homes and 
traveled across the country in covered wagons to 
settle the wild Western territory. 

Jet and his family joined one of these wagon 
trains and the story of the long trek across the 
wilderness, the building of a cabin home, and the 
finding of friends in the new country makes a. 
thrilling story that every boy and girl will love. 

Bound in red cloth, with an attractively de- 
signed book jacket, JETS ADVENTURES makes 
an ideal Christmas gift for your friends. 


JET’S ADVENTURES 
is priced at $1. 


WEE WISDOM, 917 TRACY, KANSAS CITY 6, MISSOURI 


ADVENTURES 


S ADVENTURE WIET'S 
% = % 
x=) 4 


ADVENTURES 
SETS. 
I") BULA 
 \_ 
\ 


hristmas morning! The big 
ack on the stair landing 
chit ped five. Billy, who had 
wide-eyed for an hour, 
Douneemout of bed and reached 
Out toes the window. It was 
pressed his face 
against in an 
ort to see deep the 
Was, could see 
was the swirl of @ white 
flakes in the 
In a fever of exeitemmmpt he 
shoved his feet into pi ip- 
pers, snatched up the Bagmmpbe 
at the foot of his bed, aman 
to his little sister’s roomie 
“Merry Christmas, 
called, shaking her by 
shoulder. “It’s snowing! 
up, Lucy, get up!” 
“Merry Christmas,” 
yawned, shivering in the col 
morning air. 
“Here,” said Billy) 
her robe, “put your hands am 
She thrust her arms 
sleeves and Billy 
round her and tied 
“It will be warm Gownenaaes 


EE WISDOM 
Says 


he said encouragingly. 
your feet out and I’ll help you 
with your slippers. Now, let’s 
see what we got for Christ- 
mas.” 

Hand in hand they crept 
quietly down the stairs, but 
Mother and Father had heard 
them and were waiting in the 
living room. The lights on the 
tree twinkled and glowed on 
the gifts that lay around it: a 
doll in its carriage, a table set 
with doll dishes, a sled, a base- 
ball, a glove, and a bat, two 
pairs of shining skates. The 
children were wild with joy. 
Lucy was enchanted with her 
doll and nursed it lovingly. 
Billy fondled his ball and 
glove. Both were anxious to 
try the sled and skates, but it 
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would bis Merk for hours yet. 
have nothing I can play 
with indoors,” said Billy. “I 
wish daylight would come.” 

fen when daylight comes 
will have to wait until the 
m lets up,” said Father. 


@tree you haven’t seen yet,” 
Mother, “look again, 
ty. Billy reached down and 
fed up a small magazine. 

Wee Wisdom!” he cried 
ely as he opened it and 
to look through its 
Mother, this is 


“Read t to"me, Billy,” she said. 
“I like Wee ‘Wisdom too.” 

When Mothé@® @ame to call 
them to were 


lost in the story Billy was 
reading, and she had 
them twice. As they sl into 
their places with Wee Wisdom 
between them on the table, Fa 
ther remarked that the blizza 
was not going to spoil Christ- 
mas after all. 

If you want to give your 
friends something for Christ- 
mas that is sure to please why 
not send Wee Wisdom? Its 
thrilling stories, poems, puz- 
zles, and_ instructions for 
things-to-make and things-to- 
do make it a favorite with boy: 
and girls everywhere. A sub 
scription for Wee Wisdom i 
twelve thrilling gifts in one and 
costs only $1. 
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